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When I set out for Allahabad the following day with a
small group, Master blessed me quietly in his usu^l man-
ner. Apparently I was remaining oblivious to implica-
tions in Sri Yukteswar's attitude because the Lord wished
to spare me the experience of being forced, helplessly,
to witness my guru's passing. It has always happened
in my life that, at the death of those dearly beloved by
me, God has compassionately arranged that I be distant
from the scene.*
Our party readied the Kumbha Mela on January 23*
1936. The surging crowd of nearly two million persons
was an impressive Sight, even an overwhelming one. The.
peculiar genius of the Indian people is the reverence in-
nate in even the lowliest peasant for the worth of
the Spirit and for the monks and sadhus who have for-
saken worldly ties to seek a diviner anchorage. Imposters
and hypocrites there are indeed; but India respects all
for the sake of the few who illumine the land with super-
nal blessings. Westerners who were viewing the vast spec-
tacle had a unique opportunity to feel the pulse of the
nation, the spiritual ardour to which India owes her
quenchless vitality under the blows of time.
Hie first day was spent by our group in sheer staring*
Thousands of pilgrims bathed in the holy Ganges for re-
mission of sins; Brahmin priests performed solemn rituals
of worship; devotional offerings were strewn at the feet
of silent sannyasis; lines of elephants, caparisoned horses,
and slow-paced Rajputana camels filed by, followed by a
quaint religious parade of naked sadhus who waved gold
and silver sceptres and streamers of silken velvet
Anchorites wearing only loincloths sat quietly in little
groups, their bodies besmeared with ashes, which pro*
tect them from heat and cold. Thc^ spiritual eye was
vividly represented on their foreheads by a single spot of
sandalwood paste. Shaven-headed swamis appeared by the
thousands, ochre-robed, each one carrying a bamboo staff
and begging bowl Their faces beamed with the renun-
* I was not present at the deaths of my mother, elder brother
Ananta, eldest sister Roma, Master, Father, and many other
beloved ones.
(Father passed on in Calcutta inx 1942, aged eighty-nine).